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"I Do Not Think That Any Human Imagination Can Lver Conceive Anything as Sad as This Vast
Cemetery of Young Soldiers in the Desert, in the Silence, Which One Yet Knows to Be Watchful, Hostile

and Treacherous, and with These Terrible Neighbors Whose Menace One Feels Hanging Over All WWPI
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Planting Flowers on the Graves of Unknown 'allen Heroes.

which was one of comparative
TO-DAY-

.

calm, the general had authorized me to
take an auto for three or four hours and

f o In search of the Krave of one of my nephews
who had been killed Ly a shell during our
offensive in September.

Incomplete information had apprised mo that
ho might he in a soldiers' cemetery improvised
the day after a battle five or six hundred yards
away from the small town of T , whose
ruins, still bombarded every day and growing
more and more shapeless, lie at the limit of
the French zone, quite near tho German
trenches. I did not know how he had been
buried. Did he lie in a common trench or per
haps under a little crosa bearing his name,
which would permit U3 to come later to carry
Lim away?

"To 'o to T ," the general told me, "mal:
a detour through the village of D ; that is
th" way you will run ihe least risk of being
marked by the German artillery. At II . if
the conditions of your Journey appear danger-C'-:s- .

a sentinel will stop you there acrording to
rule. Then you will hide your auto behind a
wa.l and you may continue our Journey on
Trot with the customary precautions, it i
u n derstood."

My faithful servant, Osman, who had shared
my adventures In every country for twenty
years and who is a soldier now, like everbody
Is", a territorial soldier, had had a cousin

killed in the same battle as my nephew, and
buried, they toIJ him. In the game cemetery;'
he therefore obtained the authorization to
accompany me in my pious search.

To-da- y everything is powdered with hoar-
frost in the sinister countrywide, over which
hangs an icy fog; at sixty yards in front one
ran distinguish nothing, and the trees which
tine the roadsides fade away, lost in the im-L.o- m

t white shrouds.
After a run cf half an hour we enter com-

pletely into the gehenna of the front, to which
when one has grown accustomed to it one no
longer pays any attention, but which on the
rarlior occasions was so impressive and which
later will seem so sträng to look back on.

All the figures that ride on these enormous
rollinsc machines breathe health and decision.
U'e sec among them our own soldiers now
wearing the helmet of bluish steel which recall
the ancient "bourguignotte" and takes us back
to the Middle Ages; there are yellow-bearde- d

Russians, dark-skinne- d Hindoos and Bedouins.
All these men march and march, carrying pile3
cf fantastic objects, and there are also horses
by the thouands threading their "way between
the innumerable big wheels. IndeoJ one might
L lleve oneself at the epoch of a general migra-
tion of humanity, after some cataclysm that
t.rtd changed the surface of the earth. Uut it
b i.ot that. It is simply the work of the great
ircr.rsed one who has unloosed German bar-b.irx-

he had spent forty yea-- s in preparing
ti.e monstrous stroke which, according to his
i ; K illations, was to lead to the apotheosis of
l.i mad pride, but which will only lead to
his fall in a sea of blood amid universal loath-
ing.

A moment of hesitation. I do not see any
of the si.-n- s which aro customary at the point3
win-r- e cue must stop, nor the usual little red
fb;. i:or th tree branch stuck in the earth, nor
the warning sentinel raising his rifle with both
l;a;.d. above his bead; the road Is therefore

oh-sidt-re-
d to be passable to-da- tind when I

us'.; if it leads all the way to T the "sous- -

ofiiciers." who are about, simply answer, with
the military salute, "Yes, commandmant," and
c( rot apj ear surprised that I am going there.

Then we have only to keep on our way, sim-
ply taking the precaution not to go too quickly,
In order to avoid making much noise.

Simply lrom the silence in which we are
phi:i'-i.-d now, dimply from the solitude, I should
recognize that we are on the extreme front;
for it is one of the strange features of the new
war that ahvas the tragic 7on bordering on
the burrows of the barbarians has the aspect
ot a d'crt; one sees no one there, everything
is bidder., buried, and. except on the days v. hen

Is certain, and It is the mtcrc p'io:;e tnat have
done it. The firing will keip up, v.vA there li
no shelter ar.y where, not a trt-- h. r.ot a hob.

"Down on the ground, command mt," cries
Ofman to me from afar, for h sees a second
ehell coming toward me, while my attention
is fixed on the graves. Of what good is it to
lie down? That is useful In ra?f of solid
shells, but not with shrapnel which
fall from above. No, what we need is our s'eel
helmets, but rashly, not thinking there was
danger here, we have left them in the auto with
our gas masks. We must escape, we must r-.:-

that is all there is to do. Osman ru:i to md
with his spade and his second little bottle. I
crv to him, "No, no, it is too late; fa; e your-
self."

Good heavens! I remember that our auto has
not been turned in the right direction! It would
have been an elementary precaution to do that

hen we arrived here. I have committed a
eeries of stupidities to-da- what is the matter
with my head? It was beraube everything
seemed so calm when we came into this ceme-
tery. I cry to the two chauffeurs who are Füll
photographing, "Ltave everything, turn tha
auto quick, but not so quickly as to make a
noise!" Osman has seized the opportunity of
my speaking to the chauffeurs to begin digging
near me. "No, stop that." I say to him. "you
tee that they are still firing; run and hide
behind a tree in the road." "Hu: it i almost
done, commandant," he answers. "Hy the tim--

the auto is turned it will be finished."
After all, I rather prefer that he should dis-

obey me a little and finish his work. Never
was a hole more hastily dug or bottle more
hastily buried. When he has put in the bottle
he throws back the earth, Jumps on It to flatten
it out and throws his grave digger's spade
away. Then we run as hard as we an over
the hillocks of our dead, silently t. egging them
to pardon us. There Is nothing so ridiculous,
nothing which looks so foolish as running un-

der fire. But I am not alone; I have the re-

sponsibility of the lives of theso and
I should be criminal if I should delay for a
eecond the flight of all of them.

Tho shrapnel shells continue to burst, scat-
tering all around us their deadly hall. How
Etrauge are the refinements of modern war;
da'h seeks us in tin depths of the Invisible.
In the heart of the white clouds upon the hori-lon- ,

hurled at us by people whom we do not
see and who do not see us, hurled blindly but
fcure to find us sooner or later.

During this wild flight my imagination, loft
at liberty, turns back to that cemetery and its
dead. The shrapnel shells, how strangely they
sounded in the midst of that silence and in
that extraordinary fog which increased as
does a microphone the noise of their flight!
It is, perhaps, the first time that I heard them
thus, playing as a solo separated from al! the
habitual noises of the battle fro::t. in intimacy,
If I may saw so. and paying mo the honor of
a visit to myself alone. Never have I before
experienced the almost physical sensation of
the mad speed of a small, hard object, and of
rvhat must be the effect cf its collision again:
a fragile obstacle, such as a chest cr a head!

The adventure is over, we return to the vil-

lage of B . There tho shrapnels can n
longer hurt us. The heavy calibre gun? alor.
could reach us there. We have not had a v. .n-do-

broken, we have not received u scratch
By instinct the chauffeurs come to a stop ; .1

the road at the moment when I was gosn? '0
tell them to do so, not bec;;'i" th- - auro i .

need of a breathing spell. L it beraube w l.a .

aeed to look at our belongings, to p.: a litt'
order in our things, which were th:c v.r. in ! :!

rnell and which during our flight have bc--

leading a wild dance in which :. torraphic
cameras, helmets and revo'.er.s take a promi-
nent part.

Tb.;n, like people who have at laM found a
sheltering doorway after rur.rlng thiougi- thj
rain, we look at on- - another a:. 3 feil a desire
to laugh. Yes, we desire to laurh in sr:ie of
the agonizing memory of our : o fr s ; 1 in
our minds, to laugh at our escape, to laugh
nt having fucceeded in what .e ';.ed d:.
and especially at having foiled the fellow.--, aLj
were tuooting at us.
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French Peasant Women
death roars with his terrible great voice, ordi-
narily one hears nothing.

We go forward, forward, in a setting of lugu-
brious monotony, which repeats itself unceas-
ingly and is all vaporous, with an atmosphere
as of muslin; at fifty yards behind us the scene
disappears and closes up: fifty yards ahead it
opens as we move forward, but without chang-
ing its aspect; always this whitish road with
frozen ruts, always this white plain sketched
out without its distances, always the heaviness
of these masses of fog so cold and so white
which take the place of air, always the two
rows of trees crowded with frost, like great
brooms which have been rolled In salt before
they were stuck in the ground by the handle.
One perceives that It is a region too often vis-
ited by lightning by lightning or by something
equivalent. How many trees there are split,
twisted, whose branches hans in strips!

We crosi the French trenches which run to
the right and left of the road, keeping our
faces to the unknown goal to which we are
moving; these trenches art there ready In sev-
eral lines, in preparation for the improbable
event that some retirement of our troops might
be necessary; but they are empty and we see
always the continuation of the same desert. I
stop from time to time to look around, my ear
on the alert. Nothing, a silence as if nature
herself had died of all this cold. The fog
grows thicker and thicker and there are no
glasses capable of enabling one to see through
it. At the most those on the other side might
hear us arriving. According to my maps we
have two kilometres ahead of us at least.

Suddenly I think that I am witnessing an
evocation of ghosts; heads, rows of heads, cov-
ered with the blue steel helmet spring together
from the earkh on the right and the left, far
and near. Ah. they are our men I see, and they
confine themselves to looking at us. scarcely
showing themselves; but if these trenches, which
we pass so quickly, are Piled with sellers on
the alert it means that we are very near to tho
den of the ogre! Let us still continue on a lit-
tle way, since the good fog follows us as faith-
fully as a companion.

FiVvi hundred yards farther on I remember
the German microphones which alone might be-

tray us; the frozen earth and the fog ure both
marvellous conductors of sound. Then I have
the sudden sensation that I have gone too far,

that death surrounds me, that the fog alone pro-

tect us, and my re3p6nslbility for the lives of
my soldiers makes me shiver; this is because I
am not performing a duty ordered of me. To-
day it is only an excursion, and under these
circumstances, if a tragedy happened to one of
these men, I should fc-e-r remorse for it all my
life. There is barely time to stop my auto here.
Then I will continue on foot towards the town
of T , in order to obtain information from
our men Installed in caves among the ruins,
concerning the location of the cemetery 1 ant
looking for.

At this very moment a thick plantation of
graves begins to show itself in a field on the
left of the road; crosses, many crosses of white
wood, aligned in serried ranks as numerous as
stalks in the vineyards of Champagne; a humble
cemetery of soldiers quite new and already so
large, all powdered v:ith frost like the plains
around and inllnltely desolate in this whito
earth, which does not show even a green blade
of grass. Perhaps here is what we are looking
for?

"Yes, it is here," cries Osman, "it is here.
This is the grave of my poor cousin, the Mist
commandant, in the line. I can read the name
from here."

Now I can read it myself: 'Ticrre D ;"
the Inscription is In very large letters and the
cross is more turned toward us than the others,
as If to cry. "Stop, we are here, do not endanger
yourselves by going any farther."

We get out, listening attentively to the silence.
Not a sound, not a movement anywhere, unless
It be the fall of a little kicie from the thin trees
of the roadside. Our security seem absolute.
Let us then enter tranquilly into the field, from
which, it seems, this humble. cross has called to
us with a sign.

Osman had carefully prepared two little
ealed bottles containing the names of the two

dead men, to be buried at their feet, for fear
lhat shells might sweep away the fragile wood-
work that marks the graves; it is true we have
foolishly forgotten the spade to dig up the
earth, but we shall manage somehow. The two
chauffeurs enter with r.-- s for they had had the
kindly thought, knowing why wo were coming
here, to bring each a photographic camera t
take pictures cf the graves. Pierre D had
been ?!; nd at once; we have, therefore, now
only my nephew to look -- for in this frigid field

COX IS IN AGAIN

Pastor Held in Chicago on
Cliargres.
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of the young dead; to gain time, for the place Is
not very reassuring I must confess, we divide
up the pious duty between us and each one cov-

ers a certain line with military precision.
I do not think that any human imagination

can ever conceive anything as sad as this vast
cemetery of young soldiers in the desert, in the
feilence which one yet knows to be watchful,
hostile and treacherous, and with these horrible
neighbors whose menace one feels hanging over
all. Everything is white or whitish, starting
with the soil of Champagne, which would be so
by itself, without the innumerable little par-
ticles of ice with which it is covered. Not a bush,
not a leaf, not even a blade of grass; nothing
but this earth of a pale ashen pray, in which
they have buried our soldiers.

To guide us later, when we come here to take
him away, I draw in my notebook a plan of the
cemetery, counting the rows of the tombs and
the number of tombs in the rows. Hark! I
hear bullets whistling! Three or four in suc-
cession! Frora what direction are they
coming? They are surely meant for us. for
their noise end with that sort of little song,
"Kouiyou! Koui-you!- " which bullets make
when they come to an end in your direction and
rery near to you. Silence falls again after this,
tut I hasten with my sketching.

As I stand here the horror of this place sinki
deep within me. Ah! this cemetery, which,
instead of coming to an end like real things,
fades little by little into an enveloping mist;
these graves, these graves, all studded with
white icicles, which have run into the form of
tears; this whiteness of the soil; this white-
ness of everything, and now death, which come?
to hover over u.i with a sound like the cry of

ome bird. Over there on the tomb of Pierre
I) I perceive Osman very vaguely in
the fog. He has found a spade, no doubt, which
had been left there by the grave diggers, and
he is burying the little identifying bottle. Again
I hear the whistle of the bullets. Koui-you- !

Koui-you- ! The place is decidedly unhealthy,
as the soldiers would say, and it would bo
wrong of me to linger.

Now a Fhrapr.el shell come?. Even before
bearing it burst ir. the air I recognized it by
the noise of it? fight. This phot was aimed too
much to the right, arid the shower of bullets
buries itself twenty or thirty yards away among
the white hillocks. We have been observed, it

Wayne. AVealth which his father!
left him was dissipated in hi?h liv-

ing after Cox left the ministry. !

Forgery
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Harry Hiver, who killed his-- mother
and attemjited suicide last Sunday,
was reported as gradually recover-
ing Wednesday. Mrs. Oliver was
buried Wednesday.

pkotf-s-t ti:i:aty.
SAX SALVADOIi, Feb. 2 4. The

people of San Salvador Welnesday
hel a mee'.in? in protest against the
ratification by the United States
senate of the treaty between th:
United States and Xicarauga. There
wa-- s no disorder.

lieve the Av-jrs- t couch or cold. P.ron- - '

chial Asthma, bronchitis, Croup,
Hoarseness and Whooplnu 'ouhne bottle v.111 make enouli honi-i- :

ado ni'-di- ' ir.e to jirohably supply
the whole family. Fhildren like it.
it i- - st pha-an- t to take. It is unlike'
any other medicine, and positively
onta ns n chloroform, opinio, mor-

phine or other narcotics, as do m'-s- t

coui-'- h mixtures. Keep it on hanl in
ase of en.erem-- und stop eax h

eoLijrh liefere it rot.s a firm hold.
Tb1 above druecist, in fact any dr.iv-ui- st

in thi- - city, will return the moo
(just thv sam- - 'ji is done witii

. hiffmanii's famous Asthmador in
t very sinclf c;uve where it does nor
;;ve perfect satisfaction or is not
lSund the best remedy eer used
Ah.opately no risk to run in buy-i'iu- "

this p nio'y under this pvsiUirc
suaruiittv. AvlvU
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The Results DO Take
Care of the Cost

c entry, it asy co understand the
tremendous interest taken in the
l, 01 1. 1 roads movement.

"With ovt two million cars in us.?
at the present time and with an ad-

ditional 1. ", uOO planned for tho
ear HK, it is only logical to be-r.c- ve

that in th ears to come the
I mp(rtion of cood roads in the
I'nit' d states will he far in excr.o of
v hit it is today.

"riunes compi'ed by expeits
jhovv that or!y 10 per cent of our
pi.V.ic mads are improcv while in
tnanv s'. it' s the improved roads
r.umhet 1 r s than five per 0 nt. Arid.
!'.. 1 it lot been for the m tor car;-- ,

th's perce; ta-.- e would he still lower.
Ii r .hiiip.' the past 1 ears we havo
t i.ilt moie -- ((. l mads than in all
o::r pre iojs history."

Willys Says Autos

Awakened In teres t

In Good Road Work
The awakening cf pu-di- interest

t the importance f irtl rt;il- - in
this country w.v riven Its hi f im-

petus tbrov-r- h the aeroy of tlu
automobil, according to J?.hn n.
Willys. president of the nis-- t

verbind Co.. ( represent' i locall
by the o.erlanJ muiHi !'. tui V..
who has made an exhaustive .vtudv
cf the ;i.-t- l ro.nl s su''joct.

"The amount of money spc rit in
tr.H country la.--t eur on hiuhu..y

LAPORTK, Feh. 2 4. Paris J.
Cox, formerly pastor of the Friends
church in this city. later pastor of
M. F. ehurches at Xrth Judson and
Wheel-T- . Ind.. and who was arrest-
ed and confined in jail at South
Fend a eouplo of years atfo fur pass-
im? wor:hVss checks as the alleged
represt r.t.itivo of an insurance com-
pany, heini? savel from jrison hy
tho devotion of his wife, is n era in in
Jail, this time in Chicago, where he
is alleged to have forged deeds to
valuable property.

(.'ox's home w;lh former! v in Fort
.Instruction a-r.- o inK'd to vh'iSAYS AMERICAN BORNmately ),;it

JAPANESE ARE LOYALpcr.ditui w as more th.n ot:Yt
' the fact that lami values in m t
!' ;.l:ties ere inert ased any w her.
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FOR BRONCHITIS, SEVERE COUGHS

COLDS AND WHOOPING COUGH

Make the Best Medicine at Home 128 Teaspocnsful for 50 Cents.

Provident of Hawaiian Society Say

Mihado Misunderstands
Tlicir IdcaN.

io.nl improvements. If an euil
amount of money is p-.i-

l n.t. ro.i.l
improvements each y.ar for the
1. xt 10 years, the I'liite,; states will
to ..Me to t.o ist of mere th..:i a "iilf
million miles of --to.! roads repre-5.ntir.- .r

a cost e.f $ 2. " 0 e,. e 0. 0 , an".

!l'A'iI.n,r. Feb. 24 Much
. 1 n his Peen ii'-ousc- in the
u .in 1:1 island M a n

and values of I
A i! eri.mism raaue Tue-iia- v atton appreciation m
M-

- ,.a !n..(..i i.jt.i. i ..- - .t;... -
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The services rendered by :ie .News-Tim- es

7 WANT AD in most instance far outweigh
the cost.

By a careful s'srem of classification, the
small want ad is made as easily found as the
large ad. Yet the cost is kept low on the
WANT AD.

From the discovery of The News-Time- s

WANT AD dates the discovery c! real efficien-
cy in filling wants.

As a careful "buyer" in the home or the
business, The News-Tim- es WANT AD houlj
appeal to you.

Call Bell 21ÜO; Home 115 1.
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Iiev to e the forerunners of .th-:- s

that in time will -- :ivc the I'nit el

Money ppent for the old style,
ready-mad- e medicine usually sold in
bottles holding only : to 2 1-- 2 ounces
(16 to 20 uls is lately
v.asied. most "f them are
composed principally of sutar and
cater. Yet you ha.e to pay tnc

s;cnie pri'c as if it wpf all rn" l.i in' .

Stop wasting this money. You ca:i
irake a better remedy for bronchial
at at home at one-fift- h the
ct. M rely jro to th American

luu .tore anl ask for oun s
i ,".rik north) of s-- liiffni u.n's Nw
'oncentrate.l Fp-ctra:- it. v, hicn

they guarantee will i::ve jt. rft ssi:-itaiti- on

or rr.on y will I c rfaraK.!.
Mix this with one pint of granulatid
s:.ar and ne-r.a- lf pint tf boiling

ater which mak'-- s a full pint 1 J v

te;.sp')onsf ul . This ne'.r, sim;'l".
itrMäiit ruaidy L t,uti"iUltctd tu re

they cannot serve two nj.utra ant,
they arc loyal Americans. i

"The mikado mi.-und-.rsta-nds us
hy thinkira we are Jupane.se snh-'et- s.

We must stick to America

t- - tate as f.r.e a :. m of highway?
;. .an he f.mi.d m th. vcrld.

"VhaT t !o corn im: ot the autom- -
e; if we should have ;,.nip'! ' ! n the - - f '''

j:iv-.ia'!!.- t .:t tk '.'. ti:.; the
eiis i .1 ; i a ;: 1 ; 1 t . d

h
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Wh n o '

Laht rir parents in case of war."

"Milk Maid." "Money Pack
Salt KisiriK-.- "Potato." "Who'..

to der i: : Wlit.it" hre.nl now li.t.t Mats of 11

tier- - i mot,- - tf.an o:.e i.,.-:..- . -- .,.,,,- South ticn-- i bit ad Oo. Head NEWS-TIMb- S Want Aüs Head NEWS-TIME- S Want Adshitle to ewri j r'. ihul Advt. I


